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C. E CATCHESIDE-WARRINGTON 


CENTRAL ARCADE, 


PREFACE. 


N presenting the 3rd Volume of “Tyneside Songs with music’ J cannot but express my satisfaction that 

there is evidently such a widespread need for their production, and I once again thank the lovers of Tyne- 
side Songs for their appreciation of my efforts to preserve the songs with their orginal tunes. I have to thank 
Mr. Harry Nelson for the use of three of his songs in this Volume, also Mr. Raine of Middleton Teesdale for 
for the words of “Wrang train agyen”, from an old book in his possessron; Mr. C. M. Leumane, Australia, for 
“The Lambton Worm” and Messrs. 1. and G. Allan Blackett Street for kind use of words trom their Voluines 
of Songs. By special request, I have inserted “Oh! bonny Scotland” in this Volume, also “Gift 0’ the gob” 
by Mr. Harry Haldane, under which “nom de plume” is concealed the well-known. name of our distinguished 
authority @n matters “Tyneside”— Mr. R. Oliver Heslop. { would like to point out to some of my “musical” 
friends, that the errors in grammar, which are quite apparent to the ordinary student. are intentional: my 
object being to preserve the music in its original state, as in my opinion, any attempt to modernise the 
accompaniments would rob the songs of their old-fashioned character. 
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VOCABULARY OF LOCAL DIALECT. 


In words ending in er the last syllable is pronounced or, and should be written accordingly, e.g., sister 
pronounced sistor. 

Words in which the local is identical with the correct pronunciation should not be written phonetically, but 
in the ordinary manner. Thus, mean—not meen; come—not cum; some—not sum; through, threw—not throo. 

In all cases where the vowels au and aw are employed, such as author, auditor, laud, inaudible, awful, law, 
lawful, lawyer, etc., they have the sound of ah, and should be written aa. 

The above rule applies to the termination ow, except in cases of grow, row (applied to boating or to a 
disturbance), and a few others which have the sound of ow in how. The word row applied to a line of houses, persons, 
etc., is pronounced raa. 

Almost invariably the vowels ou have the sound of oo and should be so written. Thus, aboot (about), 
aroond (around), soond (sound). 

Generally ough is given the sound of ow. Thus, owt (ought), fowt (fought), etc. 

Except in the word wey (why), and the abbreviations aa’ve (I have), etc., the aspirate should be always 
used in print. 


A clarts (mud) | hes (has) N T 
aad (old cowp (overturn) het (hot) : taed (toad 
aod {1 had) crood (crowd) | he’ (have)—hev (be-| Pevy (mene Suess 
aall (all) Se od oct nobbut (only) taal (tall), 
il u og cull (silly person) earn sites t) nowt eee) , td eae (before a 
aan (own D , nowther (neither 
aa’s (I is or I am) ’ as hing (hang) nyem (name) tee (too) 
aboot (about) de (do) j ‘div (before a ral nyen (none) theesel (thyself) 
vowe oor (hour thoo (th 
Beets deed (dead) horsel (herself) tf) oe (thee is) 
aflaid (afraid) dis (does) howk (to dig) 1 thowt (thought) 
agven (again) divvent (don’t) howway (come along) | ney (only) thraa (throw) 
aiiat (behind) doot (doubt) 1 oa ae thrang (throng, busy) 
acm (arm donty (city) | istnatinstead) | ower (oven tyun (tune) 
alang (along) deccken (deuaken) inte (into)-—intiv (be- | owt (ought, aught, tormit ee) 
amang (among) fore a vowel) anything) tumlor (tumbler) 
: aa ica ; | ea 
B een (eyes) iv (in) 
eftornyun (afternoon) K plyace (place) 
poe (pow) a se) kittle (tickle, ticklish) | Pollis (police) : 
beggor (beggar) elwis (always) -) porceed (proceed) varry (very) 
becaas (because) eftor (after) knaa (know) powny (pony) | - 
behint (behind) L ipa 
F prent (print) 
belang elon) faall (fall) lang (long) prood (proud) waal (wall) 
pera tpelow) fund (found) laayor (lawyer) pund (pound) wad (would) 
Teri ee batere a | fethor (father) laa (low, law) waddent (wouldn’t) 
biv (by, used before a flaid (afraid) lee (lie) Q wairsh (tasteless) 
mei hata fool (fowl) leet, (light) quairt (quart) wark (work) 
bord (bir , net ) fornenst (opposite) leeve (live) warld (world) 
ise seed sori frae (from)—-frev (be- lowe (a flame) R warse (worse) 
Sot) fore a vowel) lowp (to leap) raa (a row of houses) | weel (well) 
bash (to smash) fyul (fool) luik (look) reet (right) wes (was) 
begox lucksta (look thou) wettor (water) 
ae ee G M ) whe (who) 
aa Ow gan (go) : a i : wey (why) 
blyem (blame) gaffor (foreman) ey) sana la! tae! ie He hee (be- 
bowt (bought) ar (to compel) imalr. (more) saitg. (e008). fore a vowel) 
breed (bread) ae (gave) piel a oe oe ede re wivoot (without) 
ee es) Geordy signee ; shool (a shovel) wunnor (wonder) 
“eae ( Eee Rie tetve) ; mebbies, mevvies sic (such) wor (our) 
mer) a rennin (perhaps) skelp (strike) wrang (wrong) 
C oy Me rath mony (many) i i coe Y 
ne ; muthor slaa (slow 
ep he gommeral — ee sinna (rmust) snaa (snow) yen (one) 
caal | ; grozer (gooseberry) goom (to swim) ence (once) 
caation (caution) myed (made) y 
anny H myek (make) styen ee yor Meta if 
ee i : on NS vet alon mesel (myself) syun (soon yorsel (yourse 
eee pan - myun ea sowt (sought) yowl (howl) 


te (to), wi’ (with), preceding words beginning with consonants ; but tiv and wiv when preceding words beginning with vowels. 
It is seldom if ever used in the sense of to strike, the words shot, bat, skelp, or slap 


i ; ; to blow. D ! 
ee Poe raat beepos mouth)” are common expressions. ‘“‘Let’s hev 


aw: i ” or ‘‘a bat on the gob ( 
mmonly employed for that purpose. ‘‘A shot in the eye” or ‘‘a e 
ee as "Vet ee aie wind”—that is, have a rest—or ‘‘Let us have a smoke. 


By kind permission of the Editor of the ‘‘Newcastle Weekly Chronicle.” 


Arranged by C. E.C- WARRINGTON. 


I TICKLED MARY. 


Written and composed by HARRY NELSON. 
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‘CHORUS. 


tis se tick - el tickle aall the 


Ma-ry _ tickles 


SPOKEN. “Yis! Whenivvor she gans off in a fit o’ laughter, she tickles me till Aa cry wi’ laughin’: 
Then—CHORUS. 
Aa teuk hor te the chorch one day te be me bettor haaf, 
When she tickled the aad parson, well, Aa couldn’t help but laugh. 
She tickled aall the bridesmaids, best man an’ parson’s clerk, 
Then tickled the congrégation just te finish up the lark. 


SPOKEN. Aa’ll nivvor forget the day we got married! Thor was thoosands ootside the chorch —- 

Thor was a dog-fight on at the time. We went te the chorch in a cab an’ the bottom fell oot an’ we had 
te run aall the way. All the neibors was there. They threw rice at us—aye, boiled! Then they threw confretti, 
an’ other fruit—aye—one o’ the bricks hit me When we went te the altar we waaked doon a queer place 
—what d’ye caall’d agyen—Oh! aye—the oil—no, the aisle. Then an’ aad chep com oot wiv a lang nect— 
goon on an’ says — “Will ye hev this wummin te be yor aaful wedded wife” — Aa says— “Guilty me lord.” 
Then he said he madé us one - which is the one Aa divvent knaa. When we com oot o’ the chorch aall the 
foaks started laughin’ so Aa laugh’d, an’ then—CHORUS. 

Wor married noo an’ settled doon in a cottage aall wor aan, 

Aa’m prood o’ ma wife Mary for Aa am a happy man. 

But te finish up me story, what fills me heart wi’ joy— 

A week this morn’, wor Mary got a booncin’ baby boy! 


SPOKEN. Aa was comin’ up the back-lane wen a wife shoots—“Hi! yor a fethur!” Aa saays—“Hi! 
yor a liar”. But wen a got inti the hoose there was aall the neibors sittin’ eatin’ ma spice-loaf an’ drinkin’ 
ma whisky, an’ one o’ them had the cheek an’ impittence te wish us “many happy retorns’! Hooivvor, noo 
that wor nicely settled doon Aa think Aa’ll hev ne mair occasion to sing—CHORUS. 


like the lass that 


Arranged by C. E.C- WARRINGTON. 
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THE LASS THAT LEEVES NEXT DOOR. 
TUNE: “JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME? 


Allegro. 


Written by JOE WILSON. 
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time it’s been flittin, Thro’ Nanny that leeves next door. 
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Aa'll nivvor forget the neet we met— 
One Tuesday neet— 
She was waakin’ oot wi’ me sistor Bet 
Alang the street. 
An’ Aa kind o’ thowt—as she met me eye— 
She wes just the yen for a chep that’s shy: 
An’ Aa seun myed it reet wi’ 
Nanny that leeves next door. 


She kept us up se weel i’ taak 
Aa just sayd—“Yis” 
Or “No”—the time we had the waak, 
So ye may guess 
That Aa set hor hyem an’ myed luv on the way; 
But the neet wes nowt te the varry next day 
When Aa clapt ma eyes on hor 
Knittin’ beside the door. 


She leukt at me wiv a pleesin’ smile, 
Aa leukt at hor; 
An’ puff’d me baccy aa'll the while 
Aside the door. 
Aa tell'd hor then whaat myed us sad 
An’ Aa axed hor wad she hev me for a lad; 
Man Aa stud like a feul, throo 
Nanny that leeves next door. 


“Thor's plenty lads to get ma pet,” 
Ses she, te me: 

But a man’s not nigh se easy te get 
Indeed,” ses she. 

Ses Aa, an’ Aa laffed as Aa telt me plan— 
“Aa'll forst be yor lad an’ then yor man.” 
Ay, an ivvor since then Aa ’ve 

Follow’d the lass next door. 


Arranged by C. E.C-WARRINGTON. 


HI! CANNY MAN HOY A HA’PENNY OOT. 


Written and composed by HARRY NELSON. 
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the folks began to chaff. 


at once began te shoot—CHORUS. 
ent, ma single life te ‘‘barry”, 


Aa w 
church agyen 


A chep says that’s “Aad Monkey Nuts”, ’twas then Aa said “Give ower” 
so off 


Once Aa went te see the play—Aa made the folks aall glower. 
Aa tuek a front seat in the staals, commenced to leuk aboot 


Once Aa thought that Aa’d get wed - nee langer Aa wad tarry, 


The Parson got the sarvice ower, then Aa began te 


When ivorybody in the place, 


When coming oot th’ 


Aa bowt the ring, 
SPOKEN. Chaff Aa think they did, an’ shoot at the top o’ thor voices:—CHORUS. 


WARRINGTON. 


TUNE :“THERE IS NE LUCK ABOOT THE HOOSE? 
Arranged by C. E.C 


THE WESHIN’ DAY. 


Moderato. 


Words by THOS. WILSON. 
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For shud the morn when Sall torns oot The cat’s the pictor iv distress, 
Be rainy dark or dull, The kitlins dar’nut play, 
She cloots the bits o’ bairns aboot Poor Pincher nivvor shows he's ftyece 
An’ packs them off to skeul. Upon this dreary day; 
In ivry day thro’ oot the week The bord sits mopin’ on the balk 
The gud-man hes he’s say, Like somethin’ iv a flay, 
But this, when if he chance te speak, The pig’s as hungry as a haak, 
It's ‘‘get oot o’ ma way.” The hens aall lay away. 
Hor step hes stern defiance in‘. The hearth is aall wi’ cinders strewn, 
She leuks aall fire an’ tow; The floor wi’ dorty duds; 
A single word, like sparks frae flint The hoose is aall torned upside doon 
Wad set her iv a low. When Sall is i’ the suds. 
The varry claes upon hor back But when the fray’s aall ower an deun 
See pinned an’ tuck’d up are An’ aall’s hung up te dry, 
As if they’d say te bairns an’ Jack A cup, ant’ blast 0’ baccy, seun 


“Come near me if ye dar?” Blaa’s aall bad temper by. 


Arranged by C. E.C. WARRINGTON. 


OH! HEH YE SEEN WOR JIMMY. 


Written and composed by HARRY NELSON. 
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tell 


heh ye seen wor Jimmy? 


Oh! 


leads me, 


life he 


withe aaful 


mad 


surely drive me 


seen him or hell 


lad. 


tell me if they've seen me little 


o-ny- bo-dy 


Sairly grieves me; 


tries an 


” 


Noo he nivvor cares for gan’ te Skeul, he always plays the “Wag 


haalf an oonce o’ shag, 


The pest of aall the neybourhood, he thinks hissel’ a man, 


el 


An’ smokes a farden clay pipe, wi 


From morn till nect he gets into aall mischief that he can. —CHORUS. 


He pinches aall the marbles from the bairns aboot the street; 


, 


‘Il not come in at neet 


e mattor what Aa say te him, he 


N 


There 1s nee doot, when he’s aboot, wor Jimmy tyeks the cake.— CHORUS. 


He tears greet holes in aall his claes—he myeks ma poor heart ache, 
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Written by J. WILKINSON. 
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An’ he be-lang’d Seg - hill man. 
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did stay Till 
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he did steer, An’ 


train fra there he  thowt ’twas clear, 


At a gyet a chep wiv a swivel eye 
“This way for Sunderland” did cry, 

An’ to him Neddy myed reply 

“Aa want te ritch Seghill, man”! 

The porter telt him he was wrang 

An’ shut the gyet wi’ sich a bang; 

An’ as Ned went amang the thrang 

He varry seun heard another sang. 
“York an’ the Sooth” a chep did shoot; 
Poor Neddy torned quite sharp aboot 
An’ axed ’im as he scratched he’s snoot, 
“Is that aside Seghill man?” 


A porter ses “Me lad leuk heor, 

That ye are wrang, te me's quite clear, 
Te the Blyth an’ Tyne ye'll het te steer, 
If ye wad ritch Seghill man”. 

At that poor Neddy leuk’d quite blue, 
For he’d ne doot the man spoke true; 
An’ he was in a reg’lar stew 

An' fra the Central station flew. 

Then to New Bridge Street myed he’s way 
Wivoot a minute’s mair delay 

But he wish’d mony a time that day 
He’d nivvor left Seghill, man. 


Hed get 


te ritch Seg - hill, man. 


When in the train poor Ned did get, 
Man, he wes in a fearful sweat, 

But thowt he’s trouble he'd forget 
When he gat te Seghill man. 

He in the train some friends did mect, 
Which was te him a plissent treat. 
An’ wi’ mony a sweer he did repeat 
Te them he’s troubles of that neet. 

A Priest was there an’ said “Do you 
My friend, know where you're going to’” 
An’ Neddy answored wiv a boo— 
“Aa’s gannin te Seghill, man.” 


The Priest says “Friend, I wish you well 
But you are on the road to H—I.” 

Says Ned “If that’s the truth ye tell, 
Begox! Aas wrang agyen then.” 

An’ when the train stopp’d he loup‘d oot, 
Tor reely he was put aboot, 

An’ swore he’d waak wivoot a doot. 
He’s friends might think he was'n’t reet 
If Neddy waaked off hyem that neet; 
But it was varry nigh day leet 

When Neddy ritched Seghill man. 
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THE CALLER 


WARRINGTON. 


Composed by C.E.C 


Words by NED CORVAN. 


Andante. 


peace, 


the midnight 


Why break ye 
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Why sweet slumber now dis - tur- 


to cease? 
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Ho! marrows, ’tis the Cal- ler cries, And his voice in the gloom of the 


| 
| 


Dream on thou poor hard-working collier, 
For slaves may have visions bright; 
There’s One above who deems the holier 
Than the wealthiest, in His sight. 
Ho! marrows, &c. 


Twinkling stars, thro’ nigh shade peering, 
Blink above with heavenly light; 
On the sleeping world a voice calls clear 
In the still air of sable night. 
Ho! marrows, &c. 


Speed thee, old man; let him slumber 
When happy thoughts are in his breast; 
Why should the world his peace encumber? 
Let the weary collier rest! 

Ho! marrows, &c. 


The collier sleeps, e’en now he’s dreaming 
Of a bright world, and lov’d ones there ; 
He basks in the rays of fortune beaming. 
In some far land full and fair. 
Ho! marrows, &c. 


JUNE FROM 


“TYNE” PANTOMIME 1867. 
Arranged by C. E.C-WARRINGTON. 


THE LAMBTON WORM 


Written by C. M. LEUMANE. 
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CHORUS. 


Whisht! lads, 


haad yor gobs, An Aall 
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aaful story, 


Whisht! lads, haad yor gobs, An’ Aall tell ye ‘boot the worm. 
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Noo Lambton felt inclined te gan 

An’ fight i’ foreign wars. 

He joined a troop ov Knights that cared 
For nowther woonds nor scars, 

An’ ’off he went te Palestine 

Where queer things him befel, 

An varry seun forgat aboot 

The queer worm i’ the well. 


But the worm got fat an’ growed an’ growed, 
An’ growed an aaful size; 

He'd greet big teeth, a greet big gob, 

An’ greet big goggle eyes. 

An’ when at neets he craaled aboot 

Te pick up bits 0° news, 

If he felt dry upon the road, 

He milked a dozen coos. 


This feorful worm would often feed 
On caalves an’ lambs an’ sheep, 

An’ swally little bairns alive 

When they laid doon te sleep. 

An’ when he’d eaten aall he cud 
An’ he had had he’s fill, 

He craaled away an’ lapped he’s tail 
Ten times roond Pensher Hill. 


The news ov this myest aaful worm 
An’ his queer gannins on 

Seun crossed the seas, gat te the ears 
Ov brave an’ bowld Sor John. 

So hyem he cam an’ catchied the beast 
An’ cut ’im m twe haalves, 

An’ that seun stopped hes eatin’ bairns 
An’ sheep an’ lambs an’ caalves. 


So noo ye knaa hoo aall the foaks 

On byeth sides ov the Wear 

Lost lots o’ sheep an’ lots o’ sleep 

An’ leeved i’ mortal feor. 

So let’s hev one te brave Sor John 

That kept the bairns frae harm, 

Saved coos an’ calves by myekin’ haalves 
O’ the famis Lambton Worm. 


CHORUS :— 
Noo, lads, Aa'll haad me gob, 
That’s aalt Aa knaa aboot the story 
Ov Sor John’s clivvor job 
Wi’ the aaful Lambton ‘Vorm. 


TRAMP!” 


“TRAMP, 
Arranged by C. E.C-WARRINGTON. 


DIVVENT CLASH THE DOOR. 
TUNE: 


Moderato. 


Written by JOE WILSON. 
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But yor muthors tornin’ aad, an’ ye 
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Just see yor muthor there, She once wes young an’ strang 

Sittin’ feeble i’ the chair, But vad health ’ll put foaks wrang, 

It’s quiet that she wants te myek hor weel. An’ she cannot beor the noise that once she cud. 

She’s been yor norse thro’ life, She’s as narvis as can be, 

Been yor guide i’ peace an’ strife, An’ whativor eise ye de, 

An’ hor comfort ye shud study an’ shud feel. Ye shud study what ye think ’ll de hor gud. 
CHORUS. CHORUS. 


So divvent clash the door 

Or myek ony idle stor, 

For the stor ‘ll only caase yor muthor pain: 

As quiet as can be 

De yor wark, an’ let hor see 

That ye'll nivvor give hor caases te complain. 
CHORUS. 
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OH! BONNY SCOTLAND. 


Arranged by C.E. C-WARRINGTON. 


Old Song. 


Moderato. 
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That Burns was an Englishman, she will maintain: 
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Watty Scott were baith the same, 


SY 


That Tannahill an 


” 


An after Robbie Burns I'l sing “Man was made to mourn, 


For she says there ne’er was sic a place as the field o’ Bannockburn.— CHORUS. 


Auchtermuchty, Auchterarder, Ecclefechan an’ Milgie, 


Dalry, 


Hamilton an’ Cam’elton, Rothesay an’ Dunoon, 


b) 


Greenock an 


Port Glasgow, 


Paisley, 


In fact she says Camlachie is an English toon. -CHORUS. 
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THE GIFT O’ THE GOB. 


TUNE:“DROPS O’ BRANDY.” 
Arranged by C. E.C-WARRINGTON. 


Words by HARRY HALDANE. 


Moderato. 
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Hinnies noo eftor aall we'll not fret 
Ne cuddy’s a musical pet 
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What use is a chep that can think? 
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grand at the gift o 


Tho 


the gift o’ the gob. 
Ye’ve oney te larn hoo te taak, 


By yen wi 


Wi’ yor heed an’ yor thowts clear, ye larn 


It's when a chep really can yarn, 
An’ strite, like a quoit, hit the hob, 


Then other folks. thowts ye can rob; 
Ye'll best them aall clean iv a waak 


the gob. 
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the gift 
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“JE NE COMPREND PAS”. 


Two industrious pitmen from the neighbourhood of Seghill had long wished to visit France and even 
tually saved up sufficient money to take a trip to Paris, where after great adventures on the road, they duly 
arrived late in the evening and were directed to a Hotel by tlte interpreter at the station. Next morning they 
were fully instructed by the waiter (who fortunately spoke English) as to their programme of sight-seeing and 
Jack said to Geordie—“Noo were'll we gan forst Geordie? thon waiter chep says we owt te gan an’ see the 
Pictors at the Loover (Louvre) an’ that’s up this way”. “Wey howay then” says Geordie: and they at length 
found themselves in the beautiful picture galleries, where after a short inspection their attention was attracted 
by a large and magnificent painting of “Venus rising from the sea”. “Noo that’s a clivvor pictor”, says Geordie. 
“by gum! Aa wonder whe painted it: hadaway doon te the chep wi’ the brass band roond he’s hat an’ ax’im 
whe it was, Jack.” Down went Jack to the Janitor and said—“Hey Mistor, can ye tell me an’ ma marra whe 
painted yon bonny pictor wi’ the lass bathin’ in it?” “Je ne comprend pas” said the official. Back went Jack 
and says—“Geordie, the chep says it’s a fella caalled ‘Jimmy Compromper’ that painted it’. “Wey”—says 
Geordie, “Aa nivvor heard of 'im, but wheivvor he was, he was aclivvor chep. Aa nivvor seed a bettor pictor 
i’ me life.” So after a final glance ‘at it they made their way to the Statuary Gallery, and after a look round, 
they both halted in front of a beautiful marble statue, the “Venus” of Milo, over which they fairly went into 
raptures, and once more their curiosity was aroused as to the identity of the producer of such marvellous work. 
“Noo Aa wonder whe myed this figgor”, said Geordie: “thor’s another o’' them cheps doon there: gan an’ 
ax’ ’im Jack.” Down went Jack with the same question. “Mistor, can ye tell me an’ ma marra whe it was 
myed yon bonny marble figgor.” The Janitor surprised at the dialect paused as tho’ thinking and said “Je ne 
comprend pas”. “De ye say se” says Jack, and turning to where Geordie was standing. said “Aa can hardlies 
beli¢ve ’t Geordie; he says its the syem chep as did the pictor—Jimmy Compromper.” “Wey” says Geordie, 
“that’s a mazer; he mun be one o’ the clivvorest cheps in the world te de the two o’ them.” Having exhausted 
their attention on the beauties of art, they came out into the street and had not proceeded far when they 
heard the strains of a very fine band, which on investigation, they found was playing a funeral march at the 
head of a very imposing procession, evidently of a military character. This immediately touched our friends’ 
kind hearts and their natural curiosity was aroused. Says Jack—“By hinnies! this is a varry big feuneral. Aa’s 
warn’t its some big General or other. Aa wonder whe he was noo.” “Wey” says Geordie, “gan ower an’ ax 
thon pollis. Mebbies he’'ll tell us.” So Jack duly addressed the “pollis” and asked, “Aa say Mistor, can ye tell 
me an’ ma marra whe’s feuneral that is.” The Gend’arme stared at Jack and said “Je ne comprend pas”. “De, 
ye say se”, Says Jack; and going back to Geordie said sorrowfully, “The chep’s deed Geordie”. “Whe?” says 
Geordie—“Why Jimmy Compromper, the fella that painted yon bonny pictor an’ carved yon clivvor stattewary. 
That's he’s feuheral.” “Noo that’s a bad job,” says Geordie, “a chep that could paint a pictor like thon an’ 
carve stattewary te’s a greet loss tiv he’s country.” After waiting till the procession had passed, they rambled 
on till chance brought them outside the Church of the Madelaine, and as luck had it, at the same moment 
the doors opened and a wedding procession came down the steps—children scattering roses in the path of 
the loving couple and every one looking happy and gay as befits such a time of rejoicing. Immediately our 
friends spirits revived and they were interested at once in the merry throng. The beauty of the bride, the 
charming dresses of the bridesmaids, the pages, and the general scene of gaiety that was presented so suddenly 
before them. “Noo Jack, this is more ma gannin, By! but they're a jolly lot o’ foaks. Aa wonder whe they 
are? Hadaway ax yon chep at the door, he leuks like a beadle, mevvies he'll knaa,” says Geordie. Off went 
Jack and hailed the beadle from the bottom of the steps—“Hi! canny man, can ye tell me an’ ma marra whe's 
weddin’ this is?” “Je ne comprend pas,” replied the beadle—“Yor’e a big leer” shouted Jack angrily for we've 
just seed he’s feuneral.” 


TYNESIDE SONGS, 


WITH MUSIC. 


Geordie, haad the bairn. 
The Keel Row. 

The paanshop bleezin . 
Mally Dunn. 

Blaydon Races. 

Be kind te me dowter. 


The fire upon the kee. 
Me little wife at hyem. 
The row upon the stairs. 
The Cullercoats fish-lass. 
Wor Nanny’s a mazor. 
The pitman's courtship. 


Cappy. 


I tickled Mary. 

The lass that lives next door. 
Hoy a hapenny oot. 

Weshin’ day. 

Heh ye seen wor Jimmy ? 
Wrang train agyen. 


Sair Fyeil'd, Hinny.: 
Newcastle is my Native Place. 
Bobby Shaftoe. 

The Water of Tyne. 

O the Oak, and the Ash. 


Oh ! I ha’e seen the Roses blaw. 


Elsie Marley. 
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Keep yor feet still, Geordie. 
Cushie Butterfield. 

Last Neet. 

The Gallowgate Lad. 

Cliffs of old Tynemouth. 
Haaks's men. (Recitation). 
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The 98th. 

The neibors doon belaa. 
The Sandgate lass. 

O! leuk a’ the sowljor, 


The fishwife and the Census man 
(Recitation). 
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The Lambton Worm. 

The Caller. 

Divvent clash the door. 

Oh! bonny Scotland. 

The gift o' the gob. 

The pitmen in Paris. (Story). 


4. 

Dance ti’ thy Daddy. 

The Fiery Clock-Fyece. 

The Gyetside Lass. 

Ca’ Hawkie through the Water. 
Up the Raw. 

Dol-li-a. 

Aboot the Bush, Willy. 


* Edited and Arranged by C. E. C.-Warrington. 
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